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Thank you for 
purchasing my book. 
It is people like you 
that keep me 
writing... My god! 
How can you sleep at 
night !? 

My Misfortunes 
With Goats: 


Chapter 1 

I was just ő days 
old. A newbie, if you 
will. I was an aspiring 
swordsman with the 
ambition to become 
Grand Master. Than I 
came across a brutal 
foe that left me 
scarred and scared me 
from the life of a 
warrior forever. I 
was walking to the 
cemetary in Britain, it 
was a beautiful day, 
as most are. I had just 
learned how to switch 
from war/peace 
mode, and after 
learning that I can't 
attack other people's 
pets without being 
slaughtered, I decided 
to move on to easier 
prey. Skeletons, 
Wraiths, Zombies, I 
would kill them all. 
On my way to battle, 
however, I came 


across a goat. 
Chapter 2 
The goat stood there. 
He stared at me, I 
stared back. He made 
strange goat noises at 
me, I attempted to 
make the same noises 
back at him, I failed. 
It was instant friction 
between us. I knew it 
would come to 
bloodshed. I said to the 
goat, "Please move, I 
need to get by.” The 
goat did not move, he 
just kept staring. 
"Move or else I will be 
forced to slay thee,” I 
warned the goat. He 
did not move from the 
path. Instead he moved 
towards me. “Halt,” I 
commanded, "Come 
closer and my katana 
will turn you into... 
goat meat." The goat did 
not budge. I did not 
want it to come to this, 
but it did. I raised my 
sword, and the goat 
and I squared off..... 


Chapter 38 

I swung my sword! 
A whiff! Right past 
his body! After doing 
this 20 more times, I 
had to admit defeat. 
This goat was good. I 
bowed my head down 
to him in respect. The 
goat, however, was not 
done. He came at me 
with everything he 
had, even after I 
admitted defeat! That 
inhuman bastard was 
going to rub it into my 


face that I couldn't 
even slay a goat. He 
just couldn't let it go. 
Chapter 4 

I ran through the 
streets of Britain 
screaming for help, 
but all I got was jeers 
from others. I ran to 
the blacksmith shop to 
hide from my deadly 
foe, just hoping that 
he would lose my 
scent. He stood outside 
the door and waited 
for me..... Some fool 
opened the door! The 
goat quickly gutted me 
alive and I was 
laughed at for my 
cowardice and pathetic 
fighting prowess. 
That is why, to this 
day, I hate all goats. 
Unless being chased 
by other domesticated 
animals, I always go 
out of my way to slay 
goats. 


More on next page... 


Thank you for 
purchasing my book! 
Look for more classics 
in circulation. As I 
make more, hopefully 
my stories will 

become more common. 
When you have 
completed reading this 
story pass it on to 
your friends, or sell 
it for a $00% profit, 
either way, just pass 
my book on. Others 
deserve to be scarred 
by this book, don't be 
so selfish. 


ICQ the author to 
find more of his 
books . 122207106 
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